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Three Is Company 


Author's Notes: 
| was planning a lot more for this story, but it somehow got out of hand in the middle and turned out too long 


as it already was. Maybe | should write a sequel sometime. 


Markus saw the sun when he was twenty-two, his life a bright mash of music, bars and new impressions, and 


he has been blind ever since. 

When he met Andi for the first time, proud Weiki looming over his new-found treasure, Markus's jaw dropped 
right to the floor of their old studio, and he couldn't pick it up for a good minute. And it took another three to 
get it to work just to say "hi". 


Ingo and Kai didn't miss the chance to laugh their asses off over his misery, but the ethereal creature in a 


pink shirt just smiled at him, holding out its hand - warm and tawny, its grip surprisingly firm. 


Markus shook it, and was hopelessly lost. 


He had never been any good at reading people, but he soon figured out why good old sulky Weiki suddenly 
started dragging Andi around everywhere. Introducing him to people. Talking to him on the phone (Andi could 
talk off a head of a statue, and it really affected the rehearsal schedule of Helloween). Sitting with him in bars, 


endless nights of cheap whiskey and cigarettes’ stench. It was simple and yet so very unsettling. 
Weiki was lost, too. 


Michael Weikath was anything but an open person. He cold keep a blank face in the midst of a raging fight - 
with Michi, now, they had them in abundance, - and people usually got frustrated wondering what was going on 
inside his cold head. But when he looked at Andi, the expression of his snake-like eyes got softer, and the 


corners of his moth almost curled into a smile. 


Markus wasn't angry with him, nor jealous. Couldn't even screw himself up to hating him for bringing Andi into 


his life. He could see painfully clear that Weiki had it bad as it was. 


Andi partied on, oblivious to anything but fun, alcohol and music. He played in a band - hard rock kids with 
dyed hair and bright T-shirts. He wrote songs Markus secretly listened to at nights in his lonely apartment. He 
drank pink cocktails and snatched Weiki's cigarettes. And Weiki, the Murderous Glare Weiki, the Terror of the 
Techs Weiki let him with a peaceful half-smile. 


Kai saw them both right through, but had the grace not to say anything. Anyway, after some particularly bad 
row he just packed his stuff and left, and didn't pick up the phone when Markus desperately tried to reach 
him. Rumor had it that one Michael Weikath got out of that row with a black eye; Markus was not the one to 
talk about it, even though he saw a wet towel being applied to said black eye by an exasperated Andi Deris. He 
was just about to join them when he saw Weiki bump his forehead into Andis shoulder and Andi stroking his 


hair, each move like a kick in Markus's guts. 
He turned around and walked out of the studio before they took notice. 


For some time, he honestly considered quitting. Just hopping a train, preferably to China, and leaving everything 
behind - the band, his guitar, his home. That thing that sat right behind his breastbone and hurt, hurt. 


Andi seemed to feel that there was something wrong with him, and his clumsy attempts at prying made 
Markus ache even more. The Deris family must have been a very unfettered bunch, because Andi had no 
inhibitions whatsoever. He could hang off your neck all night while talking to someone else about things 
unrelated to you entirely, all the while playing absent-mindedly with your fingers. It all seemed superficial, 
somehow. Just friendliness. But that moment with Weiki after the fight had been real. Now that he knew Andi 
could care, all those joyful yells and throw-yourself-at-old~chap-Markus games weighed on him like a heavy, 
sodden blanket. 


Meanwhile, the ground under their feet was starting to shift. Weiki and Roland didn't get on very well, Weiki and 
Michi even worse. Markus tried to mediate, but he had his hands full with his bass, literally and figuratively, 


and Ingo was starting to go downstream, too. They were all so busy fighting the management and each other 


that they hadn't noticed, until it was too late, what was going on In a course of a few months, Ingo degraded 


from a strong, healthy kid into a shaking doper with a loony smile. 


He was still smiling when Weiki tried to explain to him why they couldn't take him on tour. Why they couldn't 
have him in the band anymore. He just didn't seem to get it. Treatment? What treatment? He felt peachy, he 


just needed some weed and maybe a pill.. 


Markus didn't take part in the conversation, too busy willing his hands to stop shaking. When Ingo finally closed 
the door behind himself, Weiki was a mess. Markus took one look at his face and forgave him all the rows with 
Kai, with Michi and Roland, right there on the spot. Even Andi didn't seem that important at the moment. They 
sat on Weiki's rickety couch, and Markus silently held him, dry sobs wracking through Weiki's lanky body. 


It was that couch where they spent the first night after they were told that Ingo had jumped in front of a 
train. Weiki called Andi, and Andi came. White, disheveled, panting like he had been running half the distance. He 
dropped onto the couch between Weiki and Markus and wordlessly burrowed into Weiki's side, under his arm. 
Then he reached out to Markus, hugging him around the waist and pulling him close, so that Markus had to 


throw his arm over Andi's shoulders. 


They stayed there all night, Weiki's and Markus's arms entwined behind Andi's back. After some time Markus 
started kneading Weiki's shoulder carefully, trying to get out the strain It did relax a bit after a while, but his 


hand on Markus's nape remained cold and unmoving, almost like a dead man's. 


* eK 


Uli was young, stubborn and so very talented. A heaven-born drummer in the body of a shy kid with bushy 
hair. He didn't have Ingo's easy-going demeanor; he shied away, constantly afraid to offend his new bandmates 
and equally scared to be disparaged and left out. Markus and Weiki took turns in breaking him in and making 
him unwind just a little. 


Uli was quite observant, though. It was him to say it for the first time that Michi would have to go. It was 


only a matter of time. 


Helloween was slowly dying. Nobody was interested in what Michi wanted to continue doing, the money was 
running out, and the fights within the band were getting spectacular. Roland openly considered other 
opportunities, and even Markus secretly looked around for another job. Weiki seemed to be the only one who 


didn't want to let go. 


They used to drink themselves into some kind of surly oblivion in Weiki's old apartment in the outskirts of 
Hamburg - just three of them, unkempt, sullen and numb. Weiki was, among other things, always one or two 
weeks behind on the rent. Andi had problems of his own that he wouldn't share with the others. Markus was 
sulkily weighing up the possibilities of hanging up the guitar and going back into butchery business. It had never 
been as bad as this. 


"We have to do something," said Weiki once, for the umpteenth time. "We can't give up just yet" 


"You know, lm starting to think it's hopeless,” said Markus. "We made it, we've had it, and now it's time to 


move on." 
"This is my band," hissed Weiki, "I'm not giving it up." 


Andi listened to them gloomily. This conversation recurred every day, and no one seemed to have a solution He 
didn't have anything to suggest, either. If they got rid of Michi, they were hung out to dry. If they didn't, 
nobody was going to buy their stuff or book their shows anymore. 


In fact, Andi could sympathize with Michi - he was in the same position, the people he considered his best 
friends weren't happy with him anymore. They wanted him out of the band. The very idea had ripped Andi's 
happy little world to shreds, and it hurt like a motherfucker. For the first time in his life he looked around and 
saw only emptiness. No party, no stage lights, no fun Just shabby furniture and his two old friends, half-drunk 


and miserable. 


Still, they weren't all alone in this. They had each other. Whatever happened, they still had each other. The 


surge of sudden tenderness was so powerful it made his head swim. 


* * 

Markus put the half-finished beer bottle back on the table. The dull ache he was trying to drown in it still 
gnawed at his guts. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Ingo, Kai's shrill cries "It was all your fault! You 
bastards! Bastards!" ringing in his ears. Every time he opened them, he saw Andi, and a gloomy cigarette 
dangling out of the corner of Weiki's mouth, and pieces of his broken career. 

This particular time, though, first thing he saw was Andis hand. It rested on Weiki's jeans-clad thigh (thank god 
he only wore spandex on stage), cautiously squeezing it. It still managed to look totally innocent even after Andi 
had pressed his cheek into Weiki's shoulder. Then he rubbed at it with his face, like a cat. 

It became so quiet Markus could hear the bedroom clock ticking. 

That would be the cue for me fo leave, now. 

Cmon Get up, you fool 

Have fun, kids. Be happy. Whatever. 


Andi caught him by the belt. 


"Stay," he said softly, searching his eyes. "Please?" 


"Yeah..." croaked Weiki. "Stay." 


Markus dropped back on the couch, deflated. Andi's hand let go of his belt, crawled up the small of his back 
and remained there. His other hand trailed lazily down Markus's stomach. It must be the beer and the lack of 
air in this shithole, Markus thought frantically, because Andi could. Not. Do. This. Couldn't climb over Markus's 
legs, looping his arms around his neck. Couldn't nestle his face under Markus's jaw, tickling him with his 


eyelashes and soft breaths of air, and oh my god was that a tongue? 


Markus risked a sidelong glance to the right - Weiki was lighting himself a fresh cigarette. He puffed out a 
cloud of smoke and cocked his head to the side, his cold blue eyes serious and calm. It didn't look like he had 
any intention to rip Markus a new one, so Markus decided to switch back to the wonderful dream that was 


Andis warm weight in his lap. 


He drew a tentative hand through the dyed blond hair. Andi leaned into the touch with a small sigh of pleasure. 


His smile swam before Markus's eyes, cryptic. As if he had a secret he was going to let Markus in on. 


Andis breath smelled of cigarettes, stale beer and hamburger sauce, but his lips were soft and had a strange 
sweetish taste, or maybe it was just Markus's imagination Lips were not supposed to be sweet, not literally, 
and anyway, not after that amount of alcohol. Then again, Andi could be sweet all over just as easily - his skin 


definitely had that deliciously attractive tinge, inviting to lick it. 

The kiss still managed to look all innocent and friendly, like it were totally okay to press your lips to your best 
friend's mouth and caress it with your tongue. And it was working, somehow, slowly dissolving the dull pain in 
Markus's chest. The pain of losing Kai, and losing Ingo, and eventually having to lose Michi, too. The kiss was like 


soothing balm being poured on an angry wound. 


But it was not okay, and what Markus felt for Andi went way beyond innocence and friendship. So he fidgeted, 


trying to ease his discomfort and not to draw Andi's attention to a growing bulge in his crotch. 

The weight in his lap shifted, and for the second time Markus relished the delicate sensation of that warm 
tongue tracing patterns along the line of his jaw and neck. He had been dreaming of something like this for 
three fucking years, but never had his dreams gone so far as to imagine Andi nipping his earlobe, his breath 
hot and wet on Markus's skin. 

And Weiki was still watching them with an unreadable expression in his icy blue eyes. 

Markus felt his face flush with sudden embarrassment. 

"Andi." he croaked. 


Andi was fumbling with his belt-buckle. 


“Shhh...” he whispered. "Let me do this for you. Let me make you feel better." 


A strong hand curled around his already painfully hard cock and gave it a light tug. All the blood in his body 
seemed to rush down his crotch so fast it made him dizzy. Andi started stroking him - slowly, teasingly, 
through half-lowered eyelids Markus could see his face. It wore a strange expression - thoughtful, almost 
tender, softened by the dim light. It was an Andi Markus had never seen before. 

The hand on his cock finally started working him up for real. Markus writhed in the firm grip, his eyes rolling 
back. The pressure was building up, hot, somewhere in the pit of his stomach, slowly spiraling up along his 
backbone. He bucked up his hips, shuddered and saw stars blossoming on the low ceiling. 


Then it got dark again. 


Andi stroked him till the last shocks subsided. The world was still spinning gently around when he slipped off 
Markus's lap, leaving him flat and sated, the flush rapidly cooling. 


Andi wiped his hand off on the arm of the couch. 

"Well, thank you," snorted Weiki, "the only thing | still needed was cum on my upholstery." 
"Meh, it's so greasy already it won't make that much difference." 

"Sometimes | really don't know why | have to put up with this." 

"Hmmm... because you love me?" 

"No, | don't" 

"Liar" 


Andi slid from the couch and positioned himself between Weiki's legs. It shouldn't have been so erotic, but as 


he went down to his knees, with a playful smirk on his face, Markus's cock stirred again. 
Andis hand crawled up Weiki's thigh and rested on the fly of his jeans. 

"Let me?." 

"Be my guest" 


If somebody had told Markus before that he would ever sit back on Weiki's couch, staring at his friends 
getting at it, he would have laughed in that somebody's face. Right after punching his teeth in, mind. 


He was not so sure now. 


He did avert his eyes initially as Andi pulled Weiki's cock out of his pants - for the sake of whatever decency 
he still had left. Weiki was his oldest friend, and to that day the question exactly how well-endowed Weiki was 


had never even crossed his mind. 


So why the hell was he now pointedly looking at the worn-out carpet, quite literally restraining his eyes from 
darting to the right where Andi was making delicious sucking noises? In and out, wonder how it might feel to be 


deep-throated by that mouth. 


Andis pink lips slid up and down Weiki's cock, the tongue swirling around the shaft. Markus caught himself 
staring and hastily looked away, but it was no good. Instead of Weiki's cock, he was now gazing at his face, 


strangely young and vulnerable now, his head thrown back and his mouth slack in a soundless groan. 


Markus's hand moved of its own accord and lay on his shoulder. It was completely relaxed now, not all wiry and 


bony like before. Weiki tilted his head, and his cheek came to rest on the back of Markus's hand. 


He had never done anything like that. Ever. In fact, he barely touched people in general, aside from maybe a 


handshake or a quick brush of a palm over a shoulder. Until now, Andi had been the only exception 


Markus stroked Weiki's cheek with his thumb and decided that he would treasure that moment, come what 


may. 


Andi let Weiki's cock slide out of his mouth with a slurping sound, his face flushed, lips swollen from the 
exertion. He touched Markus's left wrist with the tips of his fingers. 


"Give me a hand," he whispered. 
Markus gaped at him, bewildered. 
"Give me a hand," repeated Andi. "C'mon". 


Not exactly sure what he wanted him to do, Markus hesitantly reached out and closed his hand around the 
base of Weiki's cock. It felt neither out-of-the-way nor revolting. Just flesh, soft and warm, and slightly wet 
from Andi's saliva. Markus tightened his grip experimentally and was rewarded with a soft moan, more like a 
sigh, completely unguarded. He had never heard Weiki make such noises, not even when they'd toured the 
United States and had sex with same girls in the same tour bus. 


Andi leaned down and mouthed Weiki again. His lips slid down to the edge of Markus's palm, then moved up. 
After a few seconds, Markus got the rhythm and started stroking the shaft in synchrony with Andis 
movements. His other hand was still clamped between Weiki's cheek and shoulder, and he had no intention of 


working it free. 


The pace was slowly increasing, Andi's head bobbing jerkily, swallowing him to the root. Weiki's hand came to 
rest on the back of his head, fingers tangling in his hair. His cheek was still pressed against Markus's hand, 


eyes closed. Then he drew a long breath, his eyes screwed shut tighter, and relaxed. 

Andi gulped, and let the cock slowly slip out of his mouth, a smug smile plastered on his face. 

"Didya like it?" 

A breath. "..yeah." 

"Well, you'd better. You damn near ripped out my hair." 

"Oh, come on, Andi. You say that every time." 

A chuckle. "Because you do it every time, you fucker." 

"No, | don't. Come here." 

Andi climbed to the couch and huddled between Weiki and Markus, resting his head on Weiki's shoulder. 

"well?" 

“Aren't we impatient today?" 

"You call that impatient? | fucking—" 

"Shut up," said Weiki and kissed him. 

Markus wondered for a moment if he should go now and leave them alone, but decided that it would be at the 
very least ungrateful. All the more so because the kiss didn't hinder Andi from catching his sleeve and putting 
Markus's hand on his crotch where his cock was bulging in the tight jeans, desperate for attention 

Markus automatically squeezed it through the fabric, making Andi groan into Weiki's mouth. He awkwardly 
opened the fly, inexpert, but resolutely set to give Andi the same pleasure he'd just got from him. But Weiki 
pushed his hands aside, uncharacteristically gently, though. 


"Up," he said, and Markus was more than happy to oblige, meeting Andis sweet mouth halfway. 


While they were lazily making out, Weiki crouched at Andi's feet, freeing his cock and starting to stroke it with 


carefully calculated movements. Andi moaned. 
"Nice?" chuckled Weiki. 


"Yes, morel!" 


"Hmmm... Lets see what we can do about that." 

He drew his thumb over the slit, and Andis hips bucked. 

"Like it?" 

"Yes, yes! Stop teasing me, damn you!" 

Weiki raised his eyes at Markus. 

"Will you shut him up for a moment, please?" 

"Gladly," grinned Markus. He explored Andis mouth, the lips suddenly pliant, allowing his tongue to slip inside, 
trace the line of lower teeth. Andi moaned again in a husky voice that reminded Markus of some of his earlier 
vocal lines. Must sound great on tape. Markus smirked at the idea and drew a line of kisses along Andi's jaw to 
his ear, finding a very sensitive spot just behind the earlobe. 

Andi arched and clawed at his forearms. 

"Oh shit, Markus... Weiki.. oh god... fuck." 

Markus didn't need to look down, it was enough to watch his face. Fair features stiff in a mask of pleasure, 
eyes wild, teeth sunk into the lower lip. Markus held him until he relaxed, pressing his temple to Markus's 
shoulder and smiling contentedly. 

"Wow.. that was cool. Guys, | think | love you." 

"No, you don't," snorted Weiki, getting back to the couch and stretching his long legs. 

"No, but really! We should do that again 

‘Yeah, maybe sometime." 

| was thinking more along the lines of in an hour or two, actually." 

Weiki glanced at Markus with a humorous twinkle in his eyes. 

"Well, what would you say to this?" 


Markus sprawled in his seat, feeling comforted and well rested, and, for some reason, loved. 


‘lm all for it. Besides, | think | have an idea that could solve our collective problems. What do you guys think 
about wishing Andi's band to go fuck themselves for all it's worth, and Helloween changing their vocalist?" 


